hate  mail 


Another  year. 

For  those  of  you  unfamiliar  with  this  column,  it  goes  like  this: 

1)  You  tell  us  what  you  think  about  the  Paper,  the  school,  the 
SGA,  etc. 

2)  We  tell  you  what  we  think. 

Nothing  anonymous  please.  Nom  de  plumes  &  withholding  your 
name  on  request  is  fine,  but  we're  not  going  to  print  something 
from  somebody  who's  too  cowardly  to  stand  behind  their  opinions. 

So  far  we  haven't  gotten  much.  So,  we'll  assume  we're  doing  a 
great  job,  everything  in  the  world  is  OK  and  not  that  you're  too 
fucking  lazy  to  pick  up  a  pen. 

Our  week  beats  your  year. 

HM  Ed. 


Hate  Mail, 

There's  too  much  slack  at  this 
damn  school!  We  need  a  dress 
code  and  some  discipline.  Some  of 
the  kids  here  wear  funny  clothes 
and  hair,  are  way  out  of  control 
and  have  unrealistic  leftist 
political  ideas.  Don't  they 
understand  there  are  people  in 
the  world  who  don't  like  the  USA? 
And  what  about  the  ROTC?  I  think 
we  should  invite  them  to  Mass 
Art.  And  something  needs  to  be 
done  about  that  Newspaper,  too. 

Sincerely, 

Bill  O'Shaughnessy 

HM:  What  kind  of  fascists  are  we 
enrolling  here?  Let's  get  the  SGA 
Executive  Council  to  band  together 
and  squelch  this  crap  before  it 
gets  out  of  hand. 


Dear  Hate  Mail, 

Did  you  guys  catch  that  Nerve 
Circle  gig?  Those  guys  were  really 
rockin'  out,  it  was  like  a 
polyrythmic  storm!  I  don't  care 
what  everyone  says.  I  don't  think 
they  were  pretentious  at  all. 

Sarah  Corcoran 

HM:  Where's  Bob  Jones  when  you 
need  'em? 


Dear  Hate  Mail  Editor, 

Where  did  you  get  that  really 
cute  gap  between  your  front 
teeth?  Is  it  genetic? 

Yours 
A  Coed 

HM:  That's  a  tough  one.  Being  shy, 
girls  make  us  nervous  and 
flustered.  We'll  have  to  ask  Rod 
Stone  and  pace  back  and  forth 
while  we  wait  for  his  answer. 

Dear  Hate  Mail, 

I've  heard  rumors  that  there's  a 
full  length  rockumentary  of  the 
Bob  Jones  Experience  in  the  works. 
Is  this  true? 

Sincerely 
Pete  Smith 

HM:  Huh? 


The  Big  SIM  Show 


Saturday,  November  5th 

2:00  p.m.,  Space  46: 

Life  Mask  Workshop 
by  Joel  Rubin  and  Jo  Swanson 
(Limited  to  16  participants,  reservations 
required.  For  more  info  call  734-3822) 

Sunday.  November  6th 

Noon,  Room  302: 

SIM  Remember  Room,  Installation  Day 

Tuesday.  November  8th 

7:00  p.m.,  Room  302: 

SIM  Remember  Room  Opening — 
an  exhibition  of  SIM  archives,  docu¬ 
ments  and  memorabilia  -  Nov.  8-19 
with  installations  by: 

Ron  Labbe  Bill  Codington 

and  performances  by: 

Cliff  Myers  Jeanne  Rachko 

Rachelle  Royer 

Wednesday.  November  9th 

9:30  a.m.  -  Noon,  Space  46: 

Fireworks  as  a  Performance  Medium — 
a  lecture/discussion  by: 

Eric  Eisack  and  Keith  Kurman 
7:00  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater,  *4.: 
Video  Screening —  archival  footage 
and  recent  works  by: 

Christian  Marclay  Bob  Gibson 


Thursday,  November  10th 

8:00  p.m.,  Space  46,  *4.: 
Performances  by: 

Lois  Folstein 
Pelle  Lowe 


November  5th  -  19th  1988 


Jane  Gillooly 


John  Dennehy 
Tom  Rhoads 
San  Shoppell 
Joe  Briganti 


Tucker  Stilley 
Ean  White 
Alex  Grey 
and  More! 


Friday,  November  Uth 

8:00  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater,  *4.: 
Sound  Performances  by: 

Jan  Johnson,  Michael  &  Angela  Shores, 
&  Chris  Guttmacher 
Sam  Kimball 

Keith  D.  Kurman  &  Ean  White 
Cliff  Myers 
Tucker  Stilley 

Saturday,  November  12  th 

6:00  &  7:00  p.m.,  Room  309: 

Plays  for  miniature  theater  by  Jack  B.  Yeats 
performed  by  Tia  Kimberk 
(Each  performance  is  limited  to 
15  persons.  Reservations  required) 

8:00  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater 
and  Space  46,  $4.: 
works  by: 

Joanne  Guertin  Elaine  Slavin 

Kathe  Izzo  Larkin  Von  Alt 

Roxan  McKinnon  Victor  Young 

Sunday. 

November  13th 
2:00  p.m.,  Space  46: 

Mask/Musical  Improvisation  Workshop — 
by  Joel  Rubin  and  friends 
(Limited  to  16  participants,  reservations 
required.  For  more  info  call  734-3822) 


Candy  Holman 
Polar  Levine 
Katie  Redmond 


8:00  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater,  l4.: 

I  Was  a  Teenage  Shop-Aholic 
Alison  Pilcher  &  La  Group 

Tuesday.  November  15th 

6:00  -  7:00  p.m.,  Thompson  Gallery: 
Gallery  Opening:  Tokens  or  Souvenirs, 
Found  &  Transformed —  Nov.  13  -19 

7:30  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater: 
works  by: 

Donald  Burgy 
Bob  Gibson 
Cliff  Myers 
Ron  Wallace 

John  Holland  with  Dana  Colley 
Comments  by  Harris  Barron 

9:00  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater: 

Harris  Barron's  Birthday  Celebration 

Wednesday.  November  16th 

9:30  a.m.  -  Noon,  Space  46: 

Audio  Workshop  with  Cliff  Myers 

7:00  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater,  *4.: 

Film  Screening —  works  by: 

Almitra  Stanley  Nita  Sturiale 

Janet  Callahan  Dana  Moser 

Caroline  Avery  Tucker  Stilley 

and  many  others! 

Co-sponsored  by  the  MCA  Film  Society 

Thursday,  November  17th 

1:00  p.m.,  Longwood  &  Brookline  Aves.: 
Performance  by  Ellen  Rothenberg 


9:00  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater,  *4.: 
Performance  by  Sid  Limitz  with  possible 
guest  appearance  by  Mickey  Finney 

Friday.  November  18th 

8:00  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater,  *4.: 
Johnathan  Freedman  Jim  Mahan 

The  Rain  and  Shines  Neo  Hobbyists 

Lunk 

Saturday. 

November  19th 

6:00  -  7:00  p.m.,  Room  309: 

Plays  for  miniature  theater  by  Jack  B.  Yeats 
performed  by  Tia  Kimberk 
(Each  performance  limited  to 
15  persons.  Reservations  required) 

8:00  p.m.,  Longwood  Theater 
and  Space  46,  $4.: 

SIM  Show —  works  by 
current  SIM  students 
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For  more  info  and 
reservations  call: 

731-2040  or  232-1555 
ext.  258. 

Festival  Tickets  are  available 
for  $25. 

All  events  are  free  with  current 
MCA  student  ID. 

Schedule  subject  to  change. 


The  Big  SIN  Show  celebrates  the  past  present  and  future  of  the  Studio  for  Interrelated  Media  with  the  community  of  artists  who  have  contributed  to  its 
growth  and  vitality.  This  festival  is  dedicated  to  the  vision  of  Harris  Barron,  artist-aviator  and  SIM  founder. 


Hutto... 
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He  thought  she 


was  a  raccoon 


>/, 


VIRGINIA  BF.ACH,  \  v  (HIM)  A  Dallas  man  told 
police  he  mistook  his  moL^r-in  law  for  a  large  raccoon 
when  hr  hacked  her  to  deal,  with  a  hatchet  in  her  ga 
rage  In  April,  testimony  at  his  preliminary  hearing  re¬ 
vealed. 

Detective  Lewis  Chappel  said  Wednesday  Orvall 
Wyatt  Loyd,  33,  of  Dallas,  told  police  following  the  slay¬ 
ing  of  Margaret  K  Wise,  49.  that  he  awoke  about  f>  30 
a  in.  and  went  to  search  for  a  raccoon  he  believed  had 
wandered  into  the  garage  overnight 

After  being  unable  to  find  the  animal,  Loyd  allegedly 
told  Chappel  he  went  back  to  bed  and  returned  to  the  ga¬ 
rage  later  in  the  morning  with  Mrs  Wise,  his  wiles 
mother 

Chappel  testified  Loyd  said  in  his  statement  to  police 
that  he  picked  up  the  hatchet  and  hit  Mrs.  Wise  once  be¬ 
fore  realizing  who  she  was  Loyd  told  police,  however 
that  even  after  he  recognized  her.  he  hit  her  again 

"I  snapped  or  something."  Loyd  told  police  in  his 
statement 

An  autopsy  revealed  Mrs  wise  naa  oeen  hit  17  times 
with  the  h  drhet. 

Loyd  allegedly  told  police  that  he  had  been  arguing 
with  his  mother-in  law  with  whom  he  was  visiting  for  the 
entire  week  before  the  slaying  occurred 


Associated  Press 

WASHINGTON -Fawn  Hall. 

Uie  Inrmer  secretary  to  1 1  Col 
Oliver  North,  was  Issued  a  lick 
cl  yesterday  alter  she  refused  to 
stop  eallng  a  banana  in  a  sub- 
'vay  station,  according 
nirthnrtfv 
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A  new  primate 
is  recognized 


My  friends  .ire  always  talking  about 
how  some  girls  are  “screamers"  and  orh 
ers  are  “moaners"  and  others  arc  "gasp 
ers."  So  how  mine  the  ones  I  get  are  mm 
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Joan  Collins  undergoing  hyp¬ 
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Sales  of  the  noses  have  netted 
$3.3  million. 
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"religious  movements  which  stress  direct  divine 
inspiration  manifested  In  glossolalla  (ecslallr  utterances 
nf  unlntelhplhle  speech  like  sounds)  and  healing  powers 
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wrong  woman 

ROCHESTER,  N  Y.  (AP)  -  A 
retired  Army  sergeant  mistook  a 
70-year-old  woman  for  his  es¬ 
tranged  wife  and  shot  her  to  death 
as  she  left  Mother's  Day  church 
services. 

“I'm  sorry  about  the  other 
woman  I  meant  to  kill  my  wife," 
Percy  C.  Washington  told  police 
Sunday  after  he  surrendered  and 
learned  of  his  mistake,  according 
to  investigators. 

"But  1  forgot  my  glasses.” 

Fannie  Watson  died  at  a  hospi¬ 
tal  shortly  after  she  was  shot 
through  the  windshield  of  her  car. 

Police  said  Washington,  61, 
called  shortly  after  the  shooting 
and  told  them  he  had  Just  shot  his 
wife,  Corinne  Officers  arrested 
him  at  hi«  borne 
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There,  the  prince  made 
what  must  be  a  rare  Inspection  for  a 
future  king  of  England.  While  looking 
over  a  herd  of  t^lry  cattle,  he  sniffed 
clumps  of  their  manure  and  remarked 
that  Its  aroma  "was  different  from  the 
stuff  back  home.”  " 


cials  said  they  would  tell  .he  falthfuUo 
Rash  their  lights  when  'hft ^Par 
larly  Illuminated  during 


tight  pants 
lipstick. 


wearing 
high  hce'“  and  extra 


1  had  a  red  rabbit 
nam'-rl  Helen  lieddv. 


The  Denver  exposition  -  a  mix  of  hippie, 
yipple  and  yuppie  remedies,  new  age  and 
old  -  also  offered  some  unusual  Juxtaposi¬ 
tions.  For  instance,  the  booth  devoted  to 
Mary  Kay  Cosmetics  stood  cheek-by-jowl 
next  to  Mary  Kardy's  Pyramid  K  Products. 
Mary  Kay’s  vision  of  the  future  focused  on 
unclogged  pores,  hypoallergenic  creams 
and  new.  Intensely-colored  lipsticks. 
Kardy,  who  said  she  had  once  been  picked 
up  by  a  UFO.  was  selling  pyramid-shaped 
headgear  for  customers  to  use  "to  draw 
vortex  energy."  she  said.  The  Mary  Kay  re¬ 
presentatives  eyed  her  suspiciously. 


Vermont  cows  given 
wrong  type  of  semen 

United  Press  International 

MORRISV1LLE.  Vt.  -  Scores  of 
cows  were  Inadvertently  Inleeted 

With  semen 
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9.  Are  there  still  fan  clubs  for  "Mr.  Ed,”  the  1960s 
TV  show  about  a  talking  horse?  How  did  the  trainer 
get  the  horse's  Ups  to  move  to  make  It  appear  he  was 
talking?  —  B.T.,  Townsend 

A.  You  can  still  become  an  "Edhead."  as  members  of 
the  Mr.  Ed  Fan  Club  are  known.  James  (Big  Bucks)  Bur¬ 
nett  Is  president  of  the  club  and  will  be  delighted  to  make 
you  a  member  If  you  send  your  910  annual  membership 
fee  to  him  at  PO  Box  100$.  Cedar  Hill.  tX  75104.  Mr.  Ed 
died  In  1973  from  an  overdose  of  horse  tranquilizer  and 
his  trainer,  the  late  Lester  Hilton,  never  divulged  the  se- 
rret  of  the  lip  trick.  The  horse's  TV~ voice  was  supplied  by 
lire  late  cowboy  actor  Allen  (Rocky)  Lane  The  only  person 
Ed  would  "talk"  to  was  Alan  YOung,  who  played  architect 
Wilbur  Post.  Young,  now  67  and  a  resident  of  Dana  Point. 
Calif.,  took  the  role  In  196.1  at  the  urging  of  entertainer 
George  Burns,  who  owned  rights  to  the  "Mr.  Ed  and  Wil¬ 
bur  Post"  stories  by  Walter  Brooks,  on  which  the  series 
was  based 
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Chris  Corcoran 


—  MEANINGLESS  SCHLOCK  part  one 


Ah  yes,  Samhain  (Gaelic,  pronounced 
"sa-un"  {not  "Samm-Hayne"})...  The  most 
important  festival  of  the  ancient 
Celtic  calendar.  It  was  (is!)  the 
celebration  of  the  New  Year,  running 
from  the  Setting  of  the  Sun  on  what  is 
now  October  31  until  the  end  of 
November  1.  This  day-and-a-half  period 
stood  independant  of  the  years  to  either 
side  of  it. 

The  holiday  occured  at  the  end  of  the 
grazing  season  (the  Celts,  the  British  and 
Irish  particularly,  being  primarily 
cattle-  and  sheep-farmers  rather  than 
agriculturalists)  when  herds  were 
gathered  together  and  only  the  best 
animals,  the  young  and  those  required 
for  breeding,  were  not  slaughtered...  a 
tradition  which  dates  back  practically  to 
the  Stone  Age  and  which,  of  course, 
provides  an  excuse  for  unlimited, 
uninhibited  FEASTING. 

Sacrifices  of  Cattle,  Humans,  and  other 


items  were  offered  to  the  Earth  and  to  the 
Gods. 

As  a  Ritual  of  Renewal,  the  Tribal  God 
(represented  by  a  Mortal  stand-in...  any 


local  male  from  the  Chieftain  on  down 
was  "eligible")  was  mated  with 
(slaughtered  and  sacrificed  to)  the 
Goddess  to  insure  material  prosperity, 
earthly  fecundity,  and  general  tribal 
success  in  the  coming  year.  The  Goddess 
was  often  personified  in  a  local  natural 
feature  such  as  a  large  tree,  unusually 
shaped  rock,  a  river  with  lots  of  "white 
water",  etc. 

But  that's  the  wimpy  part  of  the  holiday! 


Much  more  fun  was  the  night  before, 


Oiche  Samhaina  ("ix-a  sa-una"),  which 
means,  in  Gaelic,  (you  guessed  it,  George 
Romero  fans)... 


"NIGHT  OF  THE  LIVING 
BEAD", 

It  was  considered  that,  for  some  reason, 
during  this  night  our  nice,  homey 
dimension  "crossed"  with  the 
" Otherworld ",  a  bizarre  Alternate 
Earth  populated  by  Dead  Things,  Things 


That  Oughtta  Be  Dead  But  Ain't,  and 
assorted  sinister  magical  beings.  These 
Undead  Weirdos,  monsters  breathing  fire 


and  poison,  and  legions  of  Dark  Elves 
(Sidh)  were  released  into  our  world  for 


one  night  to  wreak  havoc  on  the  Homes  of 
Man...  and  you  can  bet  they  didn't 
knock  on  the  door  and  ask  for 
candy.  Sometimes  real,  living  people  fell 
into  or  were  carried  off  to  the  "World  of 
the  Dead"  and,  of  course,  were  never 
heard  from  again.  (Remember  this  while 
stumbling  home  drunk  after  that 
Halloween  Party  this  year.) 


Lisbon,  July  18,  6pm. 


Late  getting  started,  overslept,  had  to  try  three  rental  places  before  we  got  the  car. 

Saw  a  rainbow  driving  in  the  fading  daylight,  through  first  the  city  outskirts,  then  the 
rural  Portugese  inland.  Saw  a  pink  town,  where  every  house  and  building  was  the 
same  color.  Fields  of  sunflowers,  grapes  and  corn.  All  houses  with  red-tiled  roofs 
-barns,  stores,  garages.  Churches  standing  mean  and  towering,  white  stucco,  and 
demanding  authority.  Jet  and  I  in  the  back  seat  of  theToyota  -  cracking  jokes  about 
oooshkooosh  Portuguese  language  and  getting  buzzed  on  hash  and  vinho  verde. 

Night  falls  around  9:30.  Mountain  roads  twist  more  and  more  tightly  and  I  relax  -  as 
Jet  panicks  - 1  know  Fernando's  driving  is  just  insane  enough  to  beat  the  numerous 
odds  against  our  survival.  No  streetlights.  Trucks.  Narrow  roads.  Steep  valleys  with 
distant  water  sparkling  wayway  below  us  in  the  full  moon.  Above  we  screech  around 
treacherous  mountain  curves  with  barely  a  boulder  or  a  few  trees  -  along  with 
Fernando’s  attentiveness  -  between  us  and  death. 

At  Sebugal  we  come  around  a  curve  and  through  the  trees,  across  the  water,  in  the 
center  of  a  small  dark  village  -  an  ancient  fortress  of  a  castle.  Lit  by  floodlights  in  an 
otherwise  seemingly  non-electric  town.  We  stopped.  Had  to.  Jet  took  a  photo  -  open 
shutter  -  using  my  head  for  a  tripod  -  it's  pretty  dark  out.  Clouds  over  the  moon.  A 
brook  runs  nearby  and  the  wet  smell  is  overwhelmingly  delicious.  So  old  and 
powerful.  We  go  back  to  the  car.  And  through  the  back  window  I  can  see  the  castle  for  miles. 


OVERNIGHT 
HAIR  GROWING 
SENSATIONS!... 

DON’T  BE  FOOLED! 


BEFORE? 


AFTER  SIX  WEEKS? 


Chris  Corcoran  ((  George  Washington  //  Lolly  Lincoln  photo  by  Jet 


A  Comparison  and  Contrast  Between  the  Longwood  and  Tower  Buildings 


By  Jonathan  Freedman 


The  LONGWOOD  BUILDING  and  the  TOWER  BUILDING 
represent  the  extremes  of  two  opposing  aesthetics,  the 
"NATURALISTS"  and  the  "MODERNISTS".  The 
differences  between  the  way  these  buildings  relate  to 
the  people  for  which  they  were  created  are  vast 
indeed. 

Harmony  denotes  the  unity,  order,  and  the  abscence 
of  friction  produced  by  the  perfect  articulation  of 
distinct  parts,  in  a  complex  whole.  Entropy  is  a 
measure  of  disoorder,  randomness  and  chaos  which 
results  in  the  separation  of  all  parts  and  the 
breakdown  of  all  systems. 

Take  for  example,  the  manner  in  which  the 
LONGWOOD  BUILDING  is  situated  with  its  wide  inviting 
lawn  which  welcomes  the  passerby  to  sit  and  relax. 
The  trees  provide  shade  from  the  sun  and  also  act  as  a 
sound  barrier  for  those  individuals  wishing  to 
converse.  The  point  at  which  the  ground  ends  and  the 
building  begins  is  unclear  due  to  the  plants,  shrubs, 
and  vines  which  are  growing  up  the  sides  of  the 
building  towards  the  sun.  This  gives  one  a  sense  of 
continuity  and  harmony  by  the  naturalistic  manner 
in  which  the  landscaping  is  addressed. 

The  TOWER  BUILDING  has  quite  a  different 
relationship  to  the  environment.  This  dark  and 
forboding  tower  clearly  delineates  itself  from  its 
surroundings  by  a  harsh  concrete  perimeter  whose 
discontinuity  makes  it  painfully  clear  where  the 
building  ends  and  the  pavement  begins.  This 
alienation  from  nature  goes  one  step  further  in  its 
relationship  to  humans.  Unlike  the  user-friendly 
LONGWOOD,  whose  air  system  is  an  open  one  (i.e. 
opening  and  closing  windows  to  control  temperature 
and  freshness),  the  TOWER's  ventilation  system  is  a 
closed  one.  The  windows  can  never  be  opened.  The 
same  stale  air  is  constantly  being  recirculated,  via  a 
series  of  ducts  and  vents,  throughout  the  building. 
This  recirculation  of  air  reduces  the  oxygen  content 
while  increasing  the  carbon  dioxide  levels.  We  are  all 
aware  that  in  the  Earth's  oxygen  cycle,  animals 
breathe  oxygen  produced  by  plants  and  exhale  carbon 

dioxide.  Plants  respire  carbon  dioxide  to  form  the 

oxygen  initially.  This  integral  process  is  not  permitted 

to  occur  in  the  TOWER.  Furthermore,  many  students, 
faculty  members,  and  administrators  complain  of  the 
headaches  and  nausea  they  recieve  as  a  result  of  being 
involved  with  the  foolish  building.  This  happens 
(quite  often!)  when  solvent  fumes  from  the  Design 
studios  find  their  way  into  other  parts  of  the  building. 
I  can  personally  attest  that  I  develop  these  very 
symptoms  after  spending  more  than  two  hours  in  this 

building. 

The  bottom  line  is  freedom.  The  barriers,  which  are 
characteristic  of  closed  systems,  control  nature  and 
people.  The  "POST-MODERNIST's"  way  of  approaching  a 
tree  is  to  isolate  it  by  itself.  Let  us  look  at  the 

LONGWOOD  GALLERIA  as  the  latest  example  of 
"POST-MODERNISM"  on  the  block.  I  refer  to  it  as  that 
because  of  its  use  of  classical  architectural  details 

Which  don't  have  a  utilitarian  or  structural 

relationship  to  the  building.  Examples  of  this  that  are 
most  prevelant  include:  columns  which  bear  no 
weight,  "half-moon  style"  windows  on  the  front  and 
liberal  use  of  pink  and  grey  marble  facades.  The  trees 
are  set  at  regular  intervals,  each  with  their  own  iron 
grate  over  and  surrounding  them.  The  naturalist's 
manner  of  working  with  nature  is  quite  another  story. 

Observe  the  artwork  of  F.  L.  Olmstead.  The  park  he 
created,  the  EMERALD  NECKLACE  (which  begins  at  the 
Boston  Common  and  stretches  through  town  past  the 
Arnold  Arboretum,  resolving  at  Franklin  Park),  is  a 
masterpiece  in  environmental  art.  Walking  through 
it,  one  feels  that  nature  has  been  brought  to  the  city. 
Olmstead  creates  this  illusion  with  a  seamless 
landscape  that  reconnects  man  with  his  environment 
in  a  healing  way.  When  human  beings  are  deprived  of 
basic  principal  needs  the  system  breaks  down.  The 

stress  associated  with  this  fragmentation  and 
alienation  takes  its  toll  on  the  culture  as  a  whole  and 
increases  the  rate  of  the  unraveling  of  the  society. 
The  purpose  of  art  is  to  push  boundaries,  to  learn  and 
explore.  It's  truely  a  sad  day  for  us  all  when  the  idea 
becomes  secondary  to  the  form.  "MODERNISM"  is  not 


about  ideas,  it's  about  the  material.  This  aesthetic,  whic 
is  the  doctrine  of  practically  every  department  in  the 
school,  is  extremely  damaging  to  someone  who  is 
interested  in  using  their  mind  or  forming 
conciousness  of  any  kind,  because  it  places  all 

importance  on  the  techniques  instead  of  the  content. 
The  departments  are  strictly  segregated  under  this 

aesthetic  and  exploring  all  mediums  with  which  to 
communicate,  by  crossing  departmental  boundaries,  is 
verboten.  Years  of  people's  lives  are  wasted 
belabouring  over  the  most  basic  method  of  analysis, 
"FORMALISM".  These  simple  rules  are  shrouded  in 
mystery  to  the  greatest  degree  by  supposed  teachers 
who  presumably  are  dedicated  to  the  giving  of 

information  and  ideas.  Occasionally  a  fragment  is 
revealed,  if  one  has  the  patience  and  naivete  to  invest 
four  years  of  their  life.  It  pays  off  with  an  education 
far  below  the  standard  which  they  would  recieve  at  a 
school  where  ideas  and  actual  art  were  occuring.  The 
system  is  at  last  known.  Four  years  have  elapsed  and 
some  crackpot  has  finally  spilt  his  meager  beans  to 
you,  and  like  gurus  in  the  temple  the  new  bearers  of 
this  secret  code  increse  the  mystery  factor  and 
scramble  through  the  heirarchy  for  their  own  mat  in 
the  temple.  The  situation  that  saddens  me  the  most  is 
that  often  times  people  graduate  knowing  less,  in 
terms  of  their  ability  to  be  expressive  and  personal, 
than  when  they  arrived  here  at  MASSART.  Truely 
talented  peoples  conciousnesses  are  destroyed  by  an 
instructor  who  is  uninterested  in  even  identifying 
what  unique  characteristics  a  person  has,  or 
instructors  that  lack  the  most  basic  ability  necessary 
to  be  an  educator:  the  desire  to  truly  nurture  the  ideas 
and  artwork  which  comprise  us  as  individuals. 

"Post-Modern"  architecture's  relationship  to  the 
people  using  the  buildings  can  best  be  described  by  a 
vector  ranging  from  extremely  defensive  to 
completely  at  war  with  the  inhabitants.  The  way  in 
which  the  newly  created  LONGWOOD  GALLERIA  relates 
to  the  surrounding  community  is  quite  defensive.  This 
is  clearly  demonstrated  by  the  way  in  which  the 
building  meets  the  sidewalk  without  a  relaxing  buffer 
of  trees  or  plants  of  any  kind.  When  plants  are  used, 
they  are  arranged  in  accordance  with  the  laws  of 
severity  and  strict  symmetry  (they  are  always  set 
apart  in  concrete  boxes  or  surrounded  by  short  pink 
marble  wails).  These  methods  of  controlling  and 
repressing  nature  destroy  any  sense  of  continuity  of 

being  in  nature,  as  well  as  any  relationship  the 
passerby  or  users  of  the  building  may  hope  to  have 
with  their  environment.  You  may  have  noticed  the  use 
of  bark  mulch  in  "MODERNIST"  landscaping.  Plants 
communicate  with  hormones  and  subtle 
electromagnetic  charges  the  way  humans  do.  The  sad 
irony  is  that,  at  the  moment  of  death,  plants  give  off 
hormonal  signals  to  communicate  their  imperilled 
situation.  Farmers  harvest  crops  downwind  for  this 
very  reason.  The  use  of  bark  mulch  as  ground  cover 

around  plants  is  like  covering  them  with  the  ground 

up  bodies  of  their  brethren.  Bad  Karma. 

In  observing  nature,  we  learn  about  ourselves  and 

our  connection  to  the  earth.  Modern  technological 
developments  have  made  it  possible,  through  the  use 
of  electron  microscopes  and  radio  telescopes,  to 
observe  many  orders  of  magnitude,  both  larger  than 
us,  such  as  superclusters  of  galaxies,  as  well  as  smaller 
structures  such  as  atoms  and  their  constituent  parts. 
The  earliest  records  of  man  reflecting  his  reflections 
occurs  with  the  CROMAGNONS  (homo  sapiens  sapiens, 
thinking  about  thinking  man)  in  paleolithic  times. 
Art  is  a  means  of  communication,  a  way  to 
communicate  one's  own  ideas.  I  believe 
"MODERNISM'S"  relationship  to  the  information  war  is 
that  "MODERNISM"  isn't  about  you  or  me  or  anyone  or 
anything.  It's  a  sickness  which  has  infected  nearly 
everyone.  It's  not  about  the  artist,  it  has  no 
relationship  or  connection  to  him  or  her  the 
individual.  It's  not  about  their  life  or  being  alive.  It  is 
about  nothing.  It  is  about  death.  The  death  of  the 
individual. 

Culturally,  this  is  mankind's  lowest  state  of  being. 
The  human  race  has  been  oscillating  between  periods 


of  darkness  and  enlightenment  since  the  high  states 
of  being  known  by  the  ancient  GREEKS  or  the 
CROMAGNONS.  A  reniassance  is  a  high  state  of  culture. 
They  last  from  a  decade  such  as  THE  SIXTIES,  to  many 
centuries  such  as  the  period  which  we  know  as  THE 
RENIASSANCE.  THE  RENIASSANCE,  in  both  the  north 
and  south  of  Europe  lasted  from  1400  into  the  1600's 
and  was  the  pinnacle  of  coherence  in  western 
culture's  recorded  history.  It  was  at  this  time  that 
there  was  an  extremely  large  percentage  of  people  in 
the  society  involved  in  the  making  of  art  and  the 
exploration  of  ideas  in  all  mediums. 

I  feel  that  the  most  lucid  and  coherent  state  of  being 
I've  experienced  is  the  act  of  creation.  In  reflection  on 
my  reflection  (art),  I  am  able  to  communicate 
consciousness  I  have  formed  with  other  artists  and 
people.  If  ideas  are  happening  (i.e.  consciousness 
being  formed)  it  is  occuring  on  a  moment  to  moment 
basis.  Replication  of  an  aesthetic  that  isn't  connected 
to  you  as  an  individual  and  referring  to  it  as  art,  is  a 
very  strange  activity  to  be  concerned  with.  You  are 
what  you  think.  We  form  our  own  consciousness. 
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CAMBRIDGE  TO  VOTE  ON 
PALESTINIAN  RIGHTS 

Voters  to  Face  November  Referendum  on  Middle  East  Policy 

The  Coalition  for  Palestinian  Rights  (CPR)  announced 
recently  that  the  Attorney  General  of  the  Commonwealth  of 
Massachusetts,  James  Shannon,  has  given  final  approval  for  a 
non-binding  public  policy  resolution  on  the  Isreali-Palestinian 
conflict  to  appear  on  the  November  ballot  in  the  27th,  28th, 
and  29th  state  representative  districts  of  Middlesex  County, 
comprising  the  entire  city  of  Cambridge. 

The  resolution  -  Question  5  -  will  appear  on  the  November 
8th  ballot  as  follows: 

Shall  the  representative  from  this  district  be  instructed  to  vote  in 
favor  of  a  resolution  calling  upon  Comgress  and  the  President  of 
the  United  States  to  achieve  a  just  and  lasting  peace  in  the  Middle 
East  by: 

-  Demanding  that  Israel  end  its  violations  of  Palestinian  human  rights 
and  its  occupation  of  the  West  Bank  and  Gaza; 

-  Stopping  all  expenditure  of  U.S.  taxpayer's  money  for  Israel’s 
occupation  of  the  West  Bank  and  Gaza; 

-  Favoring  the  establishment  of  an  independant  Palestinian  state  in 
the  West  Bank  and  Gaza  with  peace  for  all  states  in  the  region 
including  Israel. 
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Th®  RIFT 


An  Editorial 


When  one  becomes  a  student  at  the 
Masschusetts  College  of  Art,  it  does 
not  take  very  long  to  notice  a 
certain...  tension...  bom,  perhaps,  of 
animosity?...  in  the  air.  This  is  THE 
RIFT,  a  very  real  and  tangible 
division  between  the  departments  of 
this  school.  Everyone  knows  of  the 
"feud"  between  Design  and  Fine  Arts, 
but  in  fact,  every  department  of  this 
college  is  effectively  cut  off  from 
every  other  department  by  foolish 
prejudices  and  policies  that  not  only 
keep  MCA’s  from  being  a  unified 
student  body  but  restrict  to  the  Nth 
degree  our  ability  to  fully  realize  our 
potential  as  artists. 

Mass  Art  is  divided  into  three  (3) 
very  neat  and  well-defined  sections. 
Let's  examine  these  sections,  shall 
we? 

A)  The  Designers.  Located  on  the 
6th,  9th,  and  10th  floors  of  the  Tower. 
The  Designers  seem  to  be  viewed  by 
"the  rest  of  the  students"  as  a  bunch 
of  mercenary  jerks,  the  same  trendy 
pretty-boys  and  Barbie  dolls. 
Republicans  and  jocks  we  all  hated  in 
High  School,  only  now  they're  in 
college...  and  although  this  is  a  gross, 
unfair  and  inaccurate  generalization, 
the  9th  floor  is  the  only  place  in  the 


school  you're  liable  to  find  "Spuds 
McKenzie"  posters.  In  truth,  there 
are  two  kinds  of  Designers...  Creative 
Designers  (Architectural,  Industrial, 
Fashion,  and  Illustration),  who  are 
capable  of  expressing  themselves 
while  creating  practical  objects 
(what  they  do  may  or  may  not  be 
"art"  depending  on  your  opinion), 
and  Obedient  Designers  (Graphic 
Design)  who  are  told  what  to  do,  do  it, 
and  get  their  paychecks.  Not  art,  not 
a  career...  just  a  goddamn  job. 

B)  Fine  Art.  Located  in  the  rest  of 
the  Huntington  Ave.  campus.  This 
generally  means  Painting  and 
Printmaking  (3-D  is  located  mostly  at 
Longwood  {see  "C")  and  Art  Ed  and  Art 
History  seem  to  exist  in  a  weird  Limbo 
outside  of  the  rest  of  this  mess). 

Pathetic  tortured  souls  and  mined, 
cynical  minds  who  have  to  suffer  in 

an  often  amazingly  dogmatic 
environment.  They  spend  their  lives 
surrounded  by  incredibly  toxic 
materials,  so  it’s  okay  for  most  of 
them  to  be  quite  suicidal. 

C)  Longwood.  There  are  "Longwood 
People"  who  never  visit  the  Tower 
and  there  are  those  who, 
unfortunately  for  them,  avoid 
Longwood  like  the  plague.  A  lovely 
old  building  which  Beth  Israel  was 
going  to  raze  and  replace  with  a 
parking  lot  or  something,  but  it 
turned  out  to  be  a  National  Historical 


Place,  so  they  have  to  gut  it  and 
rebuild  it  after  MCA  moves  out.  It 
houses  most  of  the  3-D  Department, 
Photo,  Film,  and  Video,  and  of  course, 
the  dreaded  SIM.  A  lot  of  people, 
especially  Graphic  Designers,  hate 
SIM  for  the  same  reason  ranchers 
hate  coyotes  and  Native  Americans... 
'cause  they're  dumb-asses  who  don't 
want  to  bother  to  understand 
something  outside  of  their  little 
pigeon-hole.  Actually,  I  think  it  just 
pisses  them  off  that  there  are  people 
with  the  balls  (or  ovaries)  to  spend 
four  or  more  years  to  get  a  degree  in 
a  field  where  "there  are  no  jobs!"  HA! 
"You  think  your  JOB'S  gonna  save 
you  come  the  Day  of  Judgement, 
BOY?" 

So  here  we  have  these  three  major 
segregated  sections  of  the  school. 
Apathy  and  the  unwillingness  of 
some  to  look  beyond  their 
comfortable  environment  is  probably 
the  main  thing  that  keeps  these 
groups  from  getting  along  better 
than  they  do.  However...  there  are 
other  factors  that  exacerbate  the 
subdivisional  atmosphere  here...  a 
major  culprit  is  the  tendency  most 
departments  have  towards  jealously 
guarding  their  equipment  and 
facilities  and  allowing  NO  ONE  to 
TOUCH  ANYTHING  unless  they  are 
enrolled  in  a  class  (often  they  have  to 
be  majors  in  that  Department).  What 


a  pain  in  the  butt!  What  if  you  are  a 
such-and-such  major  and  you  want  to 
try  experimenting  with  computers, 
or  film,  or  whatever?  Well,  too  bad, 
you're  going  to  have  to  invest  time  (a 
whole  semester!)  and  money  in  a 
class.  I  mean,  if  you  don't  know  how 
to  use  the  equipment  or  facilities, 
then  it’s  a  matter  of  common  sense 
that  you  should  take  a  class...  and  of 
course  majors  and  people  enrolled  in 
classes  should  have  considerable 
priority...  but  Jeeeez,  it  seems  things 
could  be  a  little  more  open  around 
here.  I  think  doing  something  about 
this  could  go  a  long  way  towards 
bringing  Mass  Art  together  into  a 
unified  STUDENT  BODY  that  could 
challenge  the  Administration  on 
important  issues  like  "WHY  was  the 
once-colorful  Tower  Building 
repainted  (in  blank  white,  every 
floor)  to  look  even  more  like  a  bland 
office  building?""WHY  are  Boston 
Latin  football  coaches  being  allowed 
to  occupy  spaces  in  the  Gym  Building 
(which  BLS  has  ABSOLUTELY  NO 
RIGHTS  TO)  when  there  is  such  a  lack 
of  studio  space  for  Mass  Art 
students?""WHY  this?""WHY  that?" 


"We  Have  Got  You  Where  We 
Want  You" 

An  editorial  by  Anonymous  Puritan 
Congressum  Cum  Daemone  ecstacy  quest 
what  concerns  you  the  most.  Originality 
has  nothing  to  do.  Follow  your  own.  Flesh 
tom  from  her  face  "God  is  not  a  man" 

Little  boy  runs  in  with  blue  severed 
heads.  If  you  value  your  sanity  The  head 
hunters  got  Gilligan.  Armed  with  a  12 
gauge  shotgun  and  a  .32  caliber  revolver. 

A  working  class  hero,  a  blue  sky  full  of 
steel.  A  handful  of  seed  sifts.  Albertus 
Magnus  came  over  and  had  break  feast 
with  me.  Eyes.  Oh  yes.  shadow  Monsters. 

The  drama  of  life!  the  sky  darkens  and 
huge  black  bats  blot  out  the  moon  as 
they...  Meet  me  in  the  cocktail  lounge  you 
look  so  funny.  Mold  that  grows  in  the 
hollows.  The  end  comes  fast  and  sensitive 
to  chopped  rubber.  Cut  himself  from  ear 
to  ear.  The  friend  strums  a  quick  and 
fugitive  the  empty  barrel.  Fish  come  from 
the  creek,  the  door  opens.  "Will  you 
remember  me?"  You  have  shell  over  you 
for  protection  my  friend  yet  there  are  no 
pointy  pins.  Clergymen  dance  around  the 
homicide.  An  expression  of  sentiment 
sediment  vented.  Do  not  leave  me  alone 
here  just  give  me  that  doe  nut.  The  Ice 
cream  man  comes  in  and  finds  the  self 
destructo-teddy  bear  fun.  "Not  anymore" 
more  enough  say  to  the  winkle 
decapitation  sequence,  it's  all  for  the 
quiet  ecstatic  cheese  who  decides  not  to 
speak  during  the  Cum  Daemone,  "We  have 
got  you  where  we  want  you"  exclaimed 
the  Skipper  to  the  headhunters,  I  can’t 
find  my  briefcase  where  there's  room  to 
sleep. 

FRANKENSTIEN. 
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THIS  CRUISE  SUCKS! 

Chicago  (UPI)  -  A  70-year-old  woman  had  her 
intestines  sucked  out  by  a  vacuum  toilet  in  a 
bizarre  accident  aboard  a  cruise  ship  last 
September,  a  doctor  reported  in  a  letter  to  a 
medical  journal. 

Dr.  J.  Brendan  Wynne,  an  orthopedic  physician 
with  the  Osteopathic  Medical  Center  in 
Philadelphia,  said  Thursday  he  wrote  the  letter  to 
the  Journal  of  the  American  Medical  Association  to 
alert  doctors  and  the  public  to  the  possible  dangers 
of  vacuum  toilets,  which  are  common  aboard  ships 
and  airplanes. 

"I  realize  this  almost  defies  belief,"  Wynne  said  in 
a  telephone  interview. 

Wynne  said  he  was  vacationing  aboard  the 
Greek-registered  Pegasus  docked  near  Vancouver, 
British  Columbia,  on  Sept.  22  when  he  responded  to 
an  emergency  call  on  the  ship's  loudspeaker. 

When  he  and  his  wife,  a  registered  nurse,  arrived 
at  the  woman's  cabin,  they  found  her  lying  on  a 
bunk  with  "several  feet  of  small  intestine"  trailing 
behind  her,  Wynne  said. 

The  woman,  70  years  old  and  slightly  obese,  was 
alert  but  obviously  in  pain,  he  said.  She  told  him 
that  she  had  flushed  the  toilet  while  seated  and  the 
suction  had  "pulled  everything  out". 

The  woman  was  taken  to  the  Royal  Columbian 
Hospital. 

Dan  VanKeekan,  director  of  communications  for 
Royal  Columbian,  said  the  woman,  a  Phoenix 
resident,  was  admitted  to  the  hospital,  where  she 
was  treated  for  1 0  days  and  released.  VanKeekan 
said  no  other  information  was  available  about  the 
woman's  whereabouts,  "but  the  nurse  said  she  left 
looking  pretty  good". 

The  Pegasus  is  currently  on  a  South  American 
cruise. 


"HONEY,  COULD  WE  GO 
BACK?  I  FEEL  LIKE  I 
FORGOT  SOMETHING..." 

Baltimore  (UPI)  -  Somebody  left  somebody 
behind  when  the  owners  of  a  funeral  home  in 
Baltimore  packed  up  and  moved  away.  Police  say  a 
real  estate  agent  found  that  out  when  showing  the 
building  to  a  mortician.  Authorities  report  an 
embalmed  body  found  strapped  to  a  gurney  left  in 
the  basement  dates  back  four  years,  apparently 
having  been  abandoned  after  a  family  member 
failed  to  claim  the  remains. 


EEEEEEEWWM! 

New  York  (UPI)  -  Attorney  General  Robert 
Abrams  says  the  New  York  City  morgue  has 
cleaned  up  "atrocious  and  unsanitary  conditions". 
Inspections  of  the  morgue  found  tons  of 
accumulated  body  parts,  human  waste  and  blood 
dripping  from  filing  cabinets. 

Conditions  at  the  morgue  were  discovered 
following  complaints  from  the  union  that  represents 
morgue  workers.  Inspectors  also  found  morgue 
employees  were  regularly  exposed  to  toxic 
chemicals  and  body  fluids. 


is  the  secret  of  success 

Borb 


HERE  IT  IS  FOLKS!!! 

OFFICIAL  MASS  ART  NEWSPAPER 
POLITICAL  ENDORSEMENT 

THIS  IS  WHO  YOU  WILL 
VOTE  FOR  ON  NOV.  i 
BECAUSE  WE  ARE  THE 
MEDIA  AND  THE  MEDIA 
CONTROLS  YOUR  MIND. 

No,  not  Gus  Paul  for  Christ's  sakes.  And  not  even 
Dukakis...  why  bother,  he's  already  lost  if  you  pay 
attention  to  that  petty  segment  of  the  race  for  control 
of  the  MIGHTIEST  NATION  ON  THE  PLANET.  No,  no, 
this  is  an  important  choice,  as  this  is  the  first  Election 
since  the  Newspaper  got  started...  and  as  "Editor",  I 
feel  it  is  my  duty  to  endorse  NOT  whoever  looks  like  the 
winner  (like  those  pathetic  inferior  newspapers,  the 
Globe  and  the  Herald),  but  the  candidate  I  feel  can  lead 
Amerikkka  into  THE  GOLDEN  DAWN  OF  A  GLORIOUS 
NEW  a6e...  and  to  this  end...  I  must  endorse... 


TFIh©  'fflllllKJ©  ffipoim  VURfUJS 
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BOTH  OF  YOU 

You 

-both  of  you- 

Have  come  to  my  home! 

I  am  thrilled  you  are  here! 
Your  time  away  has  been  long. 
Old  friends, 

I  have  missed  you. 

Laugh  and  hug  good  woman! 
Shake  and  smile  good  man! 
Come 

-both  of  you- 
Into  where  I  dwell... 

In  my  blood  pump. 

We  lie. 

That  which  I  have  made 
Surrounds  us. 

I  am  proud  to  have 
-both  of  you- 
Among  it. 

I  bring  out  food 
And  the  music  does  play 
But  it  is  me  that  gets  fat; 

Sweet  melon  and  salted  nut 
Are  of  little  concern 
To  a  hunger  of  another  kind. 

Mark  Landry 
Aug.  1,  1988 


"Just  one  more!" 

"Just  one  more,"  he  said.  The  wall  of  booze 
was  growing  blurry  but  he  waved  to  the 
bartender  to  bring  him  "one  more  just 
one  more  for  the  road  last  time  the  last 
one!!"  And  he  raised  two  fingers  as  an 
example.  "One  more  round  an  I'm  outta 
heah."  The  bartender  rolled  his  eyes 
heavanward  and  brought  back  what 
would  be  the  first  of  several  last  rounds 
he  put  the  Corona  down  on  the  bar  and  on 
the  third  try  the  man  at  the  bar  managed 
a  swallow,  then  belched  loudly  and 
winked  at  the  empty  stool  beside  him. 
"What  can  I  get  you?",  the  bartender 
asked  the  pre-teen  in  the  B.U.  sweatshirt. 

Traci  Daniels 


.Taisen  &  Shannon's  Haiku  Poetry 

LOVE  IS  FOR  THE  BIRDS 

SO  AREN'T  SLIMY  WORMS  WHICH  FEED 

THE  LOVESICK  SPARROW 


SO  MUCH  ANGST 

by  Amalgam  LeTharge 

Crazy. 

But  that's  how 
It 

Go-o-oes. 

Millions  of 
People 

Living  as  fo-o-o-o-oes. 
Maybe 

It's  not  too  la-ate 
To  learn  how  to  lo-ove 
And 
Forget 

How  to  ha-a-a-a-ate. 
Mental  wounds 
Not  heeealing 
Driving  me 
Insaaaaaane 
I'm  going 
Off  the 
Rails 

On  this  crazy  train 


I  CAN'T  CUT  MY  HAIR 
I  CAN  VISUALIZE  DEATH 
BUT  CAN'T  CUT  MY  HAIR 


SON  &  PAPA 

Son 

Climb  on  me. 

Feel  free  to  rampage 
In  imaginary  battle 
Or  cling  close  to  my  chest 
In  warm  embrace. 

Do  not  worry 

About  causing  me  harm; 

If  you  hurt  me, 

I  will  tell  you, 

Gently. 

It  is  through 
Your  leading  us 
In  uninhibited  play. 

And  my  guiding  us 
In  patience  and  wisdom, 
That  you  become. 

An  individual. 

And  I, 

Papa. 

Mark  Landry 
Aug.  17th,  1988 


SOMETHING  SPECIAL  TO  ME 

You  are 

Something  special  to  me. 

It  will  hurt 
When  you  leave. 

I  will  miss 

Spending  time  with  you. 

I  can  not  say 
Exactly  how  I  feel 
About  you 
But 

You  are 

Something  special  to  me. 

I  am  not  begging  you 

To  stay 

We  each  have 

Our  own  lives 

To  continue 

I  only  wish  the  price 

To  continue 

Did  not  involve 

Something  special  to  me. 

Mark  Landry 


PLACID  THOUGHTS  OF  AIR 
WAFT  GENTLY  BEHIND  MY  FACE 
SO  DON’T  TALK  TO  ME 

PLASTER  SCULPTED  FORMS 
OBSEQUIOUS  CHICKEN  LEGS 
COME  BACK  TO  ME  BABE 

YOU  ARE  BEAUTIFUL 

DEAR,  YOU  LOOK  LIKE  NO  ONE  ELSE 

BUT  YOU  JUST  DRIBBLED 


"The  good  news  is  that  my  mother  is 
home  from  the  hospital.  They  say 
now  that  they're  sure  she's  cured  of 
her  addiction.  All  they  had  to  do  was 
shut  her  off  that's  all  they  had  to  do 
and  now  she's  fine.  No  more  delusions 
of  grandeur,  no  more  unrealistic 
expectations,  personality  changes, 
nightmares.  She  does  get  shaky  if 
she's  away  from  it  for  a  day  or  two.  I 
mean  you  should  have  seen  her  when 
Reagan  got  shot,  you  know  as  well  as 
I  do  she  was  always  a  good 
Republican,  but  I'd  never  seen  her  so 
upset.  I  kept  telling  her  he'd  be  OK, 
but  she  just  kept  rocking  back  and 


forth  mumbling  about  Luke  and 
Laura.  Then  we  knew,  we'd  seen  so 
much  information  on  this  kind  of 
addiction,  y’know  Oprah,  Donahue,  I 
just  love  them,  y'know  you  never 
think  it  can  happen  in  your  own 
family,  to  your  own  mother.  Anyway 
that's  all  behind  us  now  Mom's  fine, 
she  can  still  watch  t.v.  every  now  and 
then,  but  only  in  moderation, 
occasionally  I'll  catch  her  sneaking 
in  part  of  a  miniseries,  but  that's  the 
extent  of  it.  Now  she's  back  to  being 
Mom  again. 

Traci  Daniels 
5/22/88 


THE  APOLOGY 

Maybe  I  wasn't  fair. 

Maybe  I  was  being  selfish 
When  I  found  out 
You  weren't  like  me. 

And  maybe  it  was 
Cruel  and  thoughtless 
To  have  expected  you  to  be 
Something  you  aren't. 

And  maybe  the  way 
I  showed  you  off 
To  all  my  friends 
Was  a  better  way 
To  treat  a  prized  poodle 
Than  you. 


And  just  maybe 
My  inflated  pride 
Was  so  dramatically  crushed 
By  your  careless  action 
That  I  became 
Bitter  and  defensive 
And  not  the 

Sensitive  and  understanding  individual 
That  I  am. 

Maybe  all  this  is  true... 

In  fact,  I  know  it  is. 

I  have  brutally  mistreated  you; 

I  regret  this  immensely. 

Mark  Landry 
Sept.  22,  1988 ' 
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SSStuttering  with  rage 

Ppower  pushover  personality 
playing  pigeon, 
presuming 
follow  the  leader. 

Citing  some  certain 

credentials 

cccan't 

generate  genuine  (just 
recite  to  ressurect) 
respect. 

Noting  no  individuals; 
negate  negotiating  needs, 
no  time  to  think  out 
loud, 
yet 

making  machismo  matter. 

Jjjust  a  jump  jerkwise 
hoping,  but  hopping  mad 
into  mundane  mutiny, 
moored  in  a  boorish 
bully. 

Until  our  effort  isn't  us; 
useless  lip  service  says, 
sure, 

swallow  shit? 

Ccertainly,  sssir. 

By  Lolly  Lincoln 
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By  David  Mason 


In  his  innermost  heart  Stinton  Twaintway  held  no  doubts  as  to 
the  virtue  and  morality  of  his  sisters,  Lillian  and  Elmira.  The 
three  Twaintway  children  had  grown  up  together  trusting 
each  other  completely,  while  in  each  other's  company. 
However,  on  the  periphery  of  Stinton's  conciousness  he 
sensed  something  not  altogether  sisterly  about  the 
Twaintway  girls. 

At  all  events,  Stinton  Twaintway  had  just  reached  his 
thirty-fifth  birthday,  while  Lillian  and  Elmira  were  thirty-three 
and  thirty-one,  respectively.  None  of  the  Twaintway  children 
had  married,  much  to  the  heightening  anxiety  of  Mrs. 
Twaintway.  Mr.  Twaintway  had  died  thirteen  years  ago, 
leaving  the  family  fortune  and  estates  solely  in  the  hands  of 
Mrs.  Twaintway.  The  latter  wondered  if  the  Twaintway  money 
and  lands  would  find  themselves  in  the  possession  of  the 
State  if  there  were  no  grandchildren,  so  her  intimations  over 
the  years  that  Stinton  should  marry  and  thus  lengthen  the 
family  tree  grew  more  and  more  boldfaced  as  time  went  on. 

Mrs.  Twaintway,  however,  as  nature  will  have  it,  died  shortly 
after  Stinton's  thirty-fifth  birthday,  and  her  attorney,  Barlon 
Clemenflat,  called  each  of  the  Twaintway  offspring  to  his 
office,  separately,  to  explain  the  inheritance  procedure  that 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Twaintway  had  devised. 

One  proviso  of  the  Twaintway's  last  will  and  testament  was 
that  the  entire  estate  -  land  holdings,  villas,  townhouses, 
jewels,  stocks,  bonds  -  in  short,  everything  was  to  be 
translated  to  cash:  the  resulting  cash  was  then  to  be  divided 
among  the  Twaintway  children  equally  -  share  and  share 
alike.  When  Stinton  Twaintway  was  advised  of  this  by  Mr. 
Clemenflat,  he  was  taken  aback,  but  managed  to  ask  what 
the  entire  estate  was  worth,  in  actual  cash.  Mr.  Clemenflat 
replied  that  he  couldn't  answer,  as  it  would  take  some  time  to 
liquidate.  Stinton  Twaintway  then,  and  not  really  knowing  why, 
offered  Mr.  Clemenflat  twenty  nine  per  cent  of  the  liquidated 
property  if  Mr.  Clemenflat  could  manage  to  give  him  yhe 
remaining  seventy  one  per  cent.  Mr.  Clemenflat  thought 
deeply  for  a  moment,  lit  a  cigarette,  gazed  out  of  his  office 
window  for  a  moment,  then  agreed  to  Stinton  Twaintway's 
offer. 

As  time  went  on  (and  the  liquidation  process  went  on)  the 
remaining  Twaintways  managed  to  pack  their  personal 
belongings  and  find  their  own  lodging.  Such  was  difficult  for 
them  as  they  had  always  resided  at  home  and  living  on  their 
own  presented  heretofore  unencountered  problems.  The 


three  Twaintways  did,  nonetheless,  procure  very 
respectable  rooms  in  the  City,  albeit  in  three  different 
quarters  of  the  City. 

It  was  early  autumn  and  the  sulight  covered  Stinton 
Twaintway's  Porsche  with  a  warm  glow  as  he  locked  it.  Mr. 
Clemenflat  had  his  offices  on  Bernon  Street,  one  of  the  oldest 
streets  in  the  business  district  of  the  City,  and  Twaintway,  for 
the  first  time  in  his  life,  began  noticing  how  pleasant  life  can 
be.  Mr.  Clemenflat  welcomed  Twaintway  into  his  office, 
offered  brandy  and  cigars,  then  presented  Stinton 
Twaintway  with  a  check  for  twenty  two  million  £  Sterling  - 
seventy  one  per  cent  of  the  liquidated  Twaintway  holdings. 
The  two  men  shook  hands,  then  Mr.  Twaintway  left,  deciding 
to  go  to  the  bank  to  cash  his  check. 

The  Twaintway  children  had,  since  their  respective 
meetings  with  Mr.  Clemenflat,  kept  no  communication  with 
one  another.  Stinton  Twaintway  thought  that,  just  to  be  safe, 
he  should  keep  his  newly  acquired  fortune  in  safe  deposit,  to 
avoid  unwanted  suspicion  and  inquiries  on  the  part  of  his 
sisters.  He  was  in  the  vaults  of  the  bank  filling  his  twenty  four 
deposit  boxes  with  TOO  notes  when  he  heard  some  sort  of 
surprised  greeting  outside  the  barred  door.  The  attendant 
opened  the  safety  door  and  Lillian  and  Elmira  Twaintway 
walked  in,  staring  at  each  other,  Lillian  carrying  a  suitcase 
and  Elmira  sporting  two  shopping  bags. 

"I'm  sorry,  sir.  Mr.  Clemenflat  is  out  of  town  at  the  moment. 
Would  you  like  to  leave  a  message?"  responded  Bianca, 

Mr.  Clemenflat's  secretary,  to  Stinton  Twaintway. 

"Oh,  I  think  he  went  to  Portugal,  or  Brazil,  or  Cape  Horn,  or 
somewhere  like  that,"  she  continued. 

"No,  he  didn't  say  when  he  would  be  returning,"  she 
concluded.  Mr.  Twaintway  replaced  the  telephone  in  its 
cradle,  then  stared  back  at  his  two  sisters. 


r-  MEANINGLESS  SCHLOCK  part  two 


7  8  7  3 


Conceptual  Presentation 

The  idea  of  the  Massachusetts  College  of  Art  and  the  date  in 
a  circle  is  a  very  traditional  form  of  identity  and  supports 
the  circular  "State  Seal"  of  Massachusetts.  It  connotes 
history  and  tradition  and  stability.  The  circle  is  a  symbol 
of  family,  unity  and  completeness. 

The  three  shapes  represent  aspects*  of  art  and  its 
relationship  to  the  College.  The  designers  did  not  want  to 
be  explicit  in  the  meaning,  but  rather  wanted  the  individual 
viewer  to  give  meaning  to  the  shapes.  For  example,  the 
upper  left  could  represent  design;  the  bottom  middle  (an 
abstract  hand)  could  represent  fine  arts;  the  upper  right 
hand  pattern  could  represent  the  evolution  of  ideas. 

The  shield  formed  by  the  three  shapes,  at  the  very  center  of 
the  logo  reinforces  the  link  between  the  State  and  the  arts. 
The  shield  representing  the  State,  in  the  logo,  could  not  be 
formed  without  the  three  shapes  symbolizing  the  arts.  Its 
meaning  is;  the  state  cannot  flourish  without  the  arts,  and 
the  arts  cannot  exist  without  the  state. 


last  words 


You  know  that  weird,  scummy,  fluffy  "stuff  that  coats  the  ceiling  in  the  Cafeteria? 
You  know  how,  when  everyone  first  comes  here,  there  are  a  lot  of  nervous  jokes  like 
"Ha  ha,  that  stuffs  really  strange  looking,  ha  ha,  I  bet  it's  Asbestos"  and  "Ha  ha,  yeah,  I 
bet  particles  of  it  are  falling  into  our  food  as  we  eat"  ? 

We  now  hear  someone  managed  to  get  a  sample  of  it  and  took  it  to  a  testing  lab... 

And  it  really  is  Asbestos. 

Ha  ha. 

Keep  in  mind  this  is  a  rumor.  (Also  keep  in  mind  it  may  not  be  an  unsubstantiated 
rumor.)  The  Newspaper  will  look  into  this  and  we'll  let  you  know. 

If  it  turns  out  to  be  true  we'll  start  listings  of  good  local  restaurants  and  good  local 
cancer  clinics. 


Don*  t  Forget! 

ADMINISTRATION  AWARENESS  WEEK 

Oct;’  31  -  Nov.  4 


GET  HIP!  For  sale.  Red  Suede 
Fringe  Jacket.  It's  here,  it's  now,  it's 
Wow!  846-83 1 8  Ask  for  Little 
Frank 


Death  Row  prisoner,  Caucasian 
male,  age  42,  desires  correspondence 
with  either  male  or  female  college 
students.  Wants  to  form  a  friendly 
relationship  and  more  or  less  just 
exchange  past  experiences  and  ideas. 
Will  answer  all  letters  and  exchange 
pictures.  If  interested,  write  to  Jim 
Jeffers,  P.O.  box  B-38604,  Florence, 
Arizona  85232. 


This  baby's  got  power  and  is  ready 
to  roll.  1981  Chevy  Monza.  50,000 
original  miles.  A  dependable  vehicle 
with  a  long  life  ahead  of  it.  Brand 
new  clutch-  good  body,  interior. 
$1500.  -  Call  Jon  at  623-7232. 


